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I I 



INVOCATION TO APOLLO 



ON 



TWILFGHT, MOONLIGHT, MIDNfCHT, &c. 



Apollo> I Ihy aid implore 
To sing the charms of Twilighrs hour ^ 
Oh, grant ! to cheer me through the Dight, 
A ray of thy transcendent light. 

I love that hour, when day recedes. 
And eveaing^s dew is on the leaves ; 
When nig^iagales are warbling soft. 
Their syren notes on boughs aloft ; 
When some who seek affect ion^s throne^ 
Pursue life's dreary paths alone ! 
Some hearts with mutual ardour beat. 
Whose hopes and fears congenial meet. 



When met, their feelings never sever. 
But cling through life — ^then live for ever* 



Oh, Twilight 1 thine's a lovely hour. 
So svireet its spell — so soft its povir'r. 



That which succeeds to £ve*s decline. 
Is finer far,— fieir more sublime : 
As Sol withdraws his ferewell beam, 
Gloom gives fresh int*rest to the scene ^ 
Enchants us more, as less reveal'd. 
Like Beauty, when almost conceard. 



Observe, 61oom*s talismanic wand 
Raises superlatively grand — 
Ideal shapes : — a countless traizij 
That fill the 8oul> and warm the brasn ; 
Advancing from-«*we know not where •> 
And, as we meet them,— ^melt in ab. 



I've heard it askd; with some surprise, 
Why darkness gives, what light denies } 
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Too oft in fif^y ^^lieric^ sH^v^s^ 
Bliss— ftotii t&kMf dCft^cte IkrWs' : 
But grant Imagination scope^ 

We revel in the joys of hope. 



^ee night*8 pale luminary breaks 
Thro' heav'n*3 high dome, and faintly streaks. 
With tints of gold> or silver hue, 
Surroundiog skiQs of darkest blue/ 



How oft in rafitttroB baire I simiy'd. 

While Cynthia's beam^ &tat kdcfis^lkaVe'pldy'd^ 

When Vestal stars around her shone. 

Like goddesses near Juno*s throne 3 

Not Para&e it m6re ser^ne^ 

Tis hctiv'if to gtuse on such a scene j 

Where distant spheres like angels shine. 

Reflecting here their lights divine. 



Novir gently ebbs the Midnight tide. 
On crystal streams fair mermaids glide ; 
To watch the bark of seamen brave. 
And steer them o'er the dubious wave« 
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Guide some Leander to his tow'r. 
Whose Hero waits in beauty's bow'n 



All nature now may safely rest. 
Save conscience in the guilty breast. 



Where can an opiate be found. 
To soothe that self-inflieted wound ? 
The glowing anguish of whose smart 
Consumes the frame — ^unnerves the heart — • 
Bums fierce with unexhausted fires. 
Until Vitality expires \ 



Oh, Guilt ! more dreadful is thy doomy 
If Conscience stings beyond the tomb ! 

1. Bi 



THE 



i 



DEAF AND DUMB BOY. 



At Portsmouth, one morn> by the Point I was walking, 
In search of a sabject my Muse to employ 5 

I heard two &ir lovelies, in sympathy talking,—* 
Of poor little Joseph, — the Deaf and Dumb Boy. 



This child of misfortune, I met in the street; 

His manners were artless, engaging, and coy ; 
In his eyes beam*d the soul of expression so sweet : 

Oh, pity poor Joseph, — ^the Deaf and Dumb Boy ! 

My feelingis dissoWd at so melting a sight. 
And, mov'd by an impulse that never can cloy, 

I imparted, alas ! *twas a pitiful mite ! 
To poor little Joseph, — ^the Deaf and Dumb Boy* 



c 



XaT tince wiio hw ar'rice CBiiNttcr didr 
Tbe 6weet«of bcneficciioestriTetoci^Qj; 

A !k1 Tie witfa the tender, wko pitr Ae tCKS 
Of this helpless, negtertrd, poor Dof and Dunib Bcnr. 



As Winter approaches, ah ! screen finooi the cold. 
His dear litde limbs, lest its kfrnwws annoy ; 

Your riig^ dispensations in sflver or gold. 

Will shdter this naked, thb Dof and Dad) Boj. 



When Spfiajg^ 

Sar maSa e*cn rhire his fimd hopes to ^cstnoy i 
Extend Ibrongb his life, )KHPr beart-eheeringiefidgen^ 

And listen, and plead — fortius Deaf and Dnmb Boj \ 

JL Bw 



MARY, ADIEU. 



When late I saw my Marj dear^ 

What pdgnant anguish fiiVd my heart ; 

The evening gale blew cold and drear. 
For we, alas, were forced to part ! 



I wept upon hef Wely breast. 

She tani*d to hide her flowing tears ; 

Expiiession feintly tells the rest : 
That moment has embitter*d years. 



Yet oft Imagination's pow*r 
Recalls her loveliness to view ; 

VeiVd in the sorrows of the hour. 
When neither could proclaim — Adieu ! 



A parting tribute here I give^ 
Oh, Mary I it is Fate's decree. 

For Thou aJone I feel, I live. 

Or die, dear love-lora Maid for thee ! 



But who with tearless eyes shall view 
The hour, when We for e'er must part ? 

When Death, perchance, shall me suMue, 
Or thee ! all lovely as Thorn art ! 



When both are gone, — our Friends may sec. 
Some bard our plaintive tale will tell. 

How none were heavenly a^ Thee ! 
And none like Me ! — ^kv'il Thee as well I 

J. a 



MONODY 

ON THE DEATH OF THE EVER TO BE LAMENTED 

LORD NELSON. 

Recited by the Author at a PubUc JHnner, 



Whub first-rate Bards, in solemn strains^ relate 
Our Natioh*s sorrow at ber Nelson^s fate> 
Inherent gratitude impels my lays 
To venture an iota in His praise. 

Nor shall I condescend to count each deed. 

Which all who write can tell — who run can read -, 

But onward hasten to the brilliant few. 

That lost in admiration oft I view—-* 

Deeds, which the trump of fame has sounded forth. 

And need no poet to proclaim their worth. 

Should distant climes for evidence be sought, 
Aboukir well remembers how be fought 3 
And Copenhagen, in fell discord*s hour, 
Bow'd to the terror of his godlike pow'r. 
When France and Spain, half daring, half afraid, 
Saird forth in quest of 'colonies and trade,' 
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Most vainly vaunting to the ^orld at large. 
They'd wrest our Navy — e*en from Nelson's charge ; . 
Our Champion, single-handed, stemmed the tide, 
Queird the loud thvn^ of ImperM pride ; 
Upborne by Victory, pursu*d his prey. 
And scatter'd carnage thro^ Trafalgar's day ! 

But who can paint the Hero, as he fell } 
What words the feeliags of his crew can tdl } 
All gath*ring round their dear loVd Vet'ran Chic^ 
In the dumb eloquence of m^nly gnef 9 
Brave, sad spectators of his adverse fame. 
Who caught new valor from his dying flame ! 

Whilst fair Britannia in dejection stands. 

With eyes oast downwards, and with wringing bands. 

In poignant anguish mourning o'er his bier, 

Lo ! God ordains him to a brighter sphere ! 

There a satelllty he'll ever reign. 

To guide, and cheer his foUow'rs on the main / 

Till future Nelsons shall to Heaven arise. 

And British Chiefs illumine all the skies ! 

J* H. 



^ 



INGRATITUDE. 



My Muse, who oft recites on Love, 

Or Heavenly Beatitnde, 
Her strains more melancholy move 

Devoted to Inobatitude. 

With Thee, Dark Demon — ^what can charm ? 

Nor manners polish* d — chaste, or rude j 
Nor Friendship's hand — ^nor Safety's arm. 

So vile art thou — ^Ingratitude ! 

Tho' dear a Female's fade or fiirm ; 

Tho' elegant her attitude -, 
We fly, as from the winged storm — 

If she pours forth Ingratitude. 

From Heroes brave, or mild of heart,* ' 

From Sages vers'd in latitude 5 
From Gownsmen, Statesmen, Kings — ^we part. 

When they deal out Ingratitude ! 

J. n» 

♦ He who siibducs himself, is greater than be who Bubdaei» 
an enemy. 



BY THE MOON, DEAREST MARY. 



MV* 



PFrUten on the Beach, Sauthwold, after a Storm, Sfe, 

Br the moon, dearest Mary, I'm viewing the Ocean, 
Whose dark-heaviog bosom resembles that Soul 

Thou first taught to love thee, — ^then check'd its emotion. 
Ah, now its disquietude ! who can controul ? 

Our calmness, this mom was acutely derided. 
This eve sympathetic — together We roll 5 

Ocean's bosom still heaves, tho* the storm has subsided. 
And stiil heave the billows that ruffle my Soul. 

Perchance, ere dawn rises, MoIvlb repenting — , 
The waters may Sbothe, of the Ocean's great bowl : 

Shall the God whisper mercy,— and Thou unrelentmg. 
Pear Mary — continue to torture my Soul ? 



IS 



Say, canst Thou congenial feelings inherit-^ 
For me let a tear. Love — ^benlgnantly roll ? 

Then on Earth— ^as in Heav'n^ I'll greet thy fond Spirit, 
And dasp it eternally, dear to my soul. 

J. Hi 



* • 



Ol^E 



TO 



MY SUMMER HOUSE. 



Dear Summer-House^ while fancy warma, 
I come to celebrate thy charms 3 

Wilt thou my ode refuse ? 
Compos* d beneath thy blest alcove. 
Sacred to friendship^ mirth, and love, 

To painting and the Muse. 

tiong shall thy verdant laurels' shine. 
Long bloom thy graceful eglantine. 

Whose fragrance gives delight 5 
While, with thy unassuming rose. 
Thy weeping willows* pendant boughs. 

Spontaneously unite. 
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The stream that glides beneath thy base. 
Impels thy ivy to embrace. 

With livelier clasp, thy urn 5 
Sometimes its ruflBied bosom heaves. 
And foambg, dashes thee, with wsvesy 

Yet soot! its tfmiks retam. 

Thy garden 6 borders, thro' the year. 
In gay variety appear 5 

Flow*r opening after fiow'r : 
There are, whose steady colours stay 
Unchanged £m moi2ths>*--aOme but a day^ 

Srome-^de withiiii the hour I 

Fve much contemplated of lat^ 
The strong' similitude of fate. 

Between thy state and mine j 
But> unto which the palm is due. 
As more delightful of the two, 

Let Moralists define. 



My wife on me anann rcolioti. 
Chaste, as on* thee thy ivy twinea, 
My children bloom around ; 



16 



Like laurels fresh, or roses fair, 
As willows,— -pliant by her care. 
Thus for with joy Fm crownM« 

The stream of life, on which I roll. 
Pours forth its pleasures to my soul. 

Benevolence or glee -y 
Tho' oft its waters ebb or flow. 
Too fast for comfort, or too slow. 

They seldom ruffle me. 

Thus floating on its varying round. 
Some dearest, fiuthful friends I've found, 

Who*ve cheer*d me many an hour : 
Yet have I seen some faithless bands/— 
Depart ere noon, — some just shake hands,*^ 

Then wither like a flow*r. 

I*ve seen the supercilious guile— 

The blandishment — ^the moonshine smile*-* ^ 

The mockery of pride : 
When struggling with a£fection*s debt. 
Seen— what I fear I can't forget — 

A Levite — ^tum aside. 
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But, much-lov'd bow'r, I clearly see. 
Thy evergreens will outlive me, 
Nor look as growing old : 
Thy How'rs in sWeet eaccession bloomj 
When I, and mine, shall need the tomb-* 
When fiiends with foes lie cold. 

Yet, when Timers unrelenting hand 
Returns thy fabric to the saad. 

And blasts thy garden's pride : 
My muse. In some seqmester'd grot. 
May sing (the fascinating spot,) 

Where each, once bloomed, and died I 



THE PEDESTRIAN; 



WITH A REFLECTION. 



<< And panting Time toil'd after him in raia." 

Johnson. 

I SING of him, who, with undaunted toil. 

For barren glory pac*d the verdant soil ; 

I sing the wonder of fair Halbsworth Town, 

James Lockwood, of Pedestrian renown ! 

Who, steeVd by hardship, with encumber*d feet, 

Oppres8*d by odds, by hunger, pain and heat ; 

With firm composure, with inherent pride. 

That would Diogenes have deified ; 

With eye-balls glaring, fix'd upon the goal. 

Displayed a nerve, an energy, a soul : 

Who walk'd his three-score miles within twelve hours^ 

Triumphant, o'er Obstruction's galling pow'rs ! 

Thrice happy those who saw th' immortal fray, 

Man, with Man's leveller, contests the day -, 
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Before, — ^the Mortal active as the wind ; 

Time with lus hour-glass, and his scythe behind. 

With shouts of rapture now the welkin rings 
From groups unnumber'd, gay and great as kings : 
Now nought was echo*d but of blood or speed. 
All clamorous — yet all extoird the deed ', 
Whatever they had, they gave — ^unbounded praise. 
Some voted money, some the civic bays ', 
Then bore him, their Olympian, from the ground. 
With Laurels covered and with glory crown*d. 

All envy him who gains a deathless name. 
Who stands emblazon*d in the temp* of Fame : 
Who, had he liv*d, or died, in Greece, or Rome, 
What bards had sung him ! sculptors carv*d his tomb ! 

"Whoe'er perceives with equitable brow. 
The strange vicissitude of things bdow; 
How little labour sometimes wealth secures. 
How less of genius fleeting fame ensures 3 
How nations, brave and wise, humane and just. 
Erect the sca£Pold, monument, or bust : 
In prose or verse how censure, how applaud. 
Distribute shame, or glory, or reward 5 

c 
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Revise, and rei-oevise each.saj^iaiit plan. 

Then g|ye*— which, bast befits, to some, great Man! 

Whoe*er keeps such examples in his view. 

Must giveto'.merii ■ ' Wh at isimeritVdae >- 

No mottBitwiico^ or where suoIaimaiitfiiifbvHly 

In him whoowns, or him ^o tillS' thv gromidf;^ 

In the first Vicxor^ at the Ox;7]irao Chttneai 

In BsardKf4 Townshend} Qrib, orLodiwood; Jsbusk* 



]l£FI»BCTIOK. 

If those who witnessed this gymnastic scene. 
Henceforth should moralize on what has been ; 
If this display of energy misled. 
Impels the Sluggard from his opiate bed 5 . 
Or proud contempt of self-inflicted pain. 
Gives pristine vigour to a flagging vein 3 
If those who lavished bounty^, or applause. 
Henceforth confine them to some worthier cause ; 
If this relation to our youth apply*d. 
Becomes a warning — rather than a guide; 
Then this Pedestrian will surely find. 
He pleas* d, instructed, and reform'd mankind 1 



J. u^ 



A VOLUNTEER SaN©.. 



J^ritten in the year 1894, aJt Lowestoft, white performing Gar- 
ruon dutjf there. And afterwards sung with great eckU, ky 
mn Jmtlim t^ M Miikhmh Le^ P^hMk^^^ 



Attend^ Lowestoft Fair^ I pfa}r> 

And banisli' vaiii' aflfiiglit' ^ 
We come to laugh with You by day. 

And guard yostxt cbast^bjr iHgh't; 

€h0i Then- sleepydear Gids^ at lo^e'sr commaii^/ 
Nor dream of Gallia's roar ; 
WhUe we, thegfnaraiafts'of'oix^lltiitf; 
Are watcfamf^ on your shore. 

Now should Napoleon keep his vows^ 

And hurl on us his hordes ; 
We*ll teach them what it is to rouse^ 

Of Albion's soil, its Lords. 

Cho, Then sleep^ dear Girls, &c 

4?« 
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Come on^ ye Gauls^ with pointed steel. 

Let love of Vict'rjr burn j 
Our lives we pledge^ ye ne>r shall feel 

The dangers of return. 

Cho, Then sleep, dear Girls, &c* 

'Tift for our King, and Country's sake. 

We ask your smiling eheers -, 
Such sweet reward will vetVans make — 

Of Halesworth Volunteers. 

Cho, Then Bleep, dear Girls, &c. 

Cupid and Mars o*er us preside^ 

Each God demands his due ; 
In War, we'll crush the Frenchman's pride. 

In Love, bow down to you. 

Cho, Then sleep, dear Girls, &c* 



J. H, 



LARA MERBLUE. 



Adown in the woodlands I chanced to astray 
Where a delicate lovely attracted my view ; 

Her eyes dark as dewberries^ teeth white as May, 
And the blush of the peach had young Lara Merblue* 

No gem Ihat e>r graced the proud mine oFGolconda, 
No planet, that gilds the celestial blue ; 

To me e*er imparted such brilliance, or wonder. 
Or warmth sympathetic — as, Lara dear^ you. 

Not Hebe the young, in her rose-bud of glory^ 
Nor Daphne, when coy from Apollo she flew. 

Had half the pretensions to love's plaintive story. 
As the sweet erer-blooming chaste Lara Merblue. 

Let Homer long sing of the charming Helena $ 
Or Penelope, graceful, forbearing, and true : 

While I, in soft numbers, describe as I've seen her. 
Hie pride of my soul — ^lovely Lara Merblue. 
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tJlysiefl, when wreck*d on the Isle/ where Caljrpso 
Its goddess — ^her net*work of love o*er him threw f 

On his sad re-embaridng, ne'» quivered ^lis lip so— 
As mine when I left the bewitching Merblue. 

farewell peerless maid ! may the minstrels of pleasure. 
With their , (uresis ^wers Hbj liferpassag^ stre)¥^ 

Hereafter may Heaven recidl thee, thou treasure ! 
May ai^ifels ei^brac^ thee— rbright Jiara Merbli^e. 



SIMILITUDE 

BETWEEN IsTVm, ^t9 9>mK xmiRS OF BOWLS. 



liiFE^ like the Game of Bowls> is but an end^ 
Which tofdaf iv«A> ^his nxml wtme &fte«d. 

Throw not your bowl too rashly from jour hand^ 
First let Its course by reason^s eye be plann*d 3 
Lest it rolls useless ti'er the verdant plain. 
Like heedless Life — that finishes in vain. 

Know well your bias : — ^here the moral school 
Scarce needs b 'eomment tm^e 4)owlittg rt&e : 
Flay not too wide, wilh caution ^eyour -cast. 
Use not extent of Oreen, dt 'Life to ^aste : 
Nor yet too straK/^^-^n Lffle dbservethe same, — 
The narrow-minded — often miss their aim ! 

Bowling too short, you but obstruct the Green, 
Like him who loiters on Li&*s,faiblic jscene . 
Whoe'er at Bowls— or Business caus/3s strife, 
Wll rubs on Greens receive 5 — ^and eke in Life : 
One bowling Jcick Avoid in moral pli^. 
Ah, neven—never block .your fitigfabour!« way i 

These rules oblerv'd, a Maft nriiy plsqr his gmoe 
On Bowling Greens-^r thro' tlM^ World w^hfame. 

C. & H. 



REFLECTIONS 



ON 



FOUR GENERATIONS. 

Written in my Summer-House^ a few Days after the 
DeeUh of my Grandfather, 



Within this Bow'r^ at times fiill oft — 

Sat Gbmerations-^Four $ 
The soul of ONE is gone alofti 

While THRSE^ their loss deplore^ 

My Father^ by thy mercy. Lord, 

Still bums with vital fire ^ 
And through the Guidance of Tby Word^ 

Prepares to join his sire. 

My Turn, most probably comes next ^ 

Henceforth I'll life employ 
tn peaceful cares, nor much be vext^ 

So death but spares my boy. 
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Yet by the wise decree of Fatk> 
None shall Us hour foresee } 

to health or sickness, soon or late^ 
He X.SAYBS, or follows ms. 

When the last tminpet's awlbl strain 
Spreads fear through every Land> 

Oh, God ! say, shall we meet again. 
In Hkaybit, at Tby Rioht Hand ? 

And THBBB our adoration proye. 

Amid CBLEBTUL PoW*B8— « 

With songs of graiUude and Umef 
Thro* Thy btbbnal Bow'bb I 



i« It. 



NEJA, 



THE TttAlB fMP THE «LYTttE. 



Tbbrb lives a Maid, in'filythtfsiilir-vtile, 
Wliose bln^ excels the UuBMngmora ; 

Whose breath, Arab!a*s ^eetest gsHe^j 
WbDse tear, the dew-drop on the thorn. 

In blooming life this artless maid. 
With yerdant shrubs and flow* rets rare. 

Adorns a lore-inyiting glade. 
An Eden while dear Neja*s there. 

As moves the Swan upon the tide. 
In carves that fancy scarce can make. 

Its neck, in elegance of pride. 
Its plumage pure as snowy flake : 
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So nune, of maUb ikt^lcfw^&mt %omW, 
Her hmoimhKm.Q wwrtf li^ii Mio 

As oft she jg^ides^iwm'bw'r'to'fKm 
Arraj'd InliMiooeaee'and Crface. 

I've ]Mard'hertoiigiie*S4ng<lic acnumI, 
Felt its Tibralion jBB ny ttuc ; 

Long after rfienec jpread jireqnd^ 
Still fowl feoMiabfaBee%eU ^ 



I've seeo her iinMWWiriifig iKpft,^ 
Sool beamiog eyes jprftflgiiinitfir 

Celestial neek-Hunbrosisl i^s-r- 
But^Hh! n^er^ippTd'illeMcttr^MKt 

Transcendent aM^, of tfoaaate luit, 
lia4 (rta coi«Hn'4(liiMiiAaiiM'anu8r 

How could I e*<er haf« bid «iilttt 
To th J ail4hseitntfag cImmm ? 

But now I must— 'Farewell fond theme ! 

On which aU tremblingly I dwell : 
Thou summer cloud> thou morning dream^ 

Sweet source of sorrow^ fare thee well ! 

• Dips— slight courtesies, genUe condescensions. 



so 



f'arewtU^ dear maid ! the Fates decree 
T)ial thou hf me canst ne*er be met } 

Peace to thy ruraLglade^ add thee c 
I must not loTe — nor can foi^t. 

Farew^ll^ thou loveliest c^ thj land — 

I ask of thee no partuig kiss^ 
No smile, or waving of thy hand. 

No touch replete with balmj bliss. 

I ask of thee mo soft returns. 
For I am toot the abject thing-^ 

That sues for.pity when it bums. 

Or wrMiesj because it feels the sting \ 

Yet, ere I clo6e affection's eye. 

Some friend to Ihee these Hnes mny give. 
To bless thy memory tiU I die, ' : 

And when .thou diest, to bid it lure ! 

J. H. 



FAREWELL 



TO MY 



IVY-CLAD BOWER. 



Farbwell> loTely grot^ for awhile I must leave thee } 
Farewell to the willow that weeps o'er thy urn ^ 

Of th J dear turtle doves may no spoiler bereave thee^ 
May they mourn my departure, and hiul my return. 

Farewell to thy stream^ that so peaceful meanders ; 

On its margin^ by evening, how cool the retreat : 
Where some love-lorn being perchance lonely wanders. 

Or the Loves and the Graces in sympathy meet 

Farewell to the vale that embosoms thy treasures. 
Where Flora's gay offspring in gala robes shine : 

Young Zephyrs waft round them exchanging soft 
pleasures. 
In amours all playful their arms round them twine. 
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Thy abswice^ sweet scene^ impels he to deplore thee : 
Yet^ ah ! the delight of blest Memory*s power — 

In fancy's bright visiaHrskc of^ will'Ktstore thee -, 
In dreams oft pourtray thee— dear Iyt-cladBowbr! 

^ J. H. 
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ON( 



GREATNESS. AND FALL 



OP 



BUOI?Al^ART«'. 



As recited b^ttie«itlh>r, eita ^liUcDlittftnVI^'lfitti, l^U'. 



i*Mh**4*»« 



When Gallia's Tyrant led bis hosts abroad ; 
Laid waste fwr ]faiiope>.&iid ihm\ymM'0"^ttM*d>y 
The Contineatei Elates, by iiinnfon>ilcis*didc>inii. 
lmplortdhi^\ mfikmOfl^tttaAA^ 

But he elate with power^ on rapine bent. 

Nor prayers regarded, nor at tears relent ; 

Like Charifc^*tiFSwed4D; witfarhi8'0word'd^>'t^^ 

'He thou^'Db coni^st great; w]iiiet)ugl](f rettain'^di' 

No rest for him ufMnrxmr enrthljr Indli 

Unless he reij^*d'a^RM^overaU.- 
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Lo ! then, Britannia rais'd her heavenly form. 
Serene^ amid the horrors of the storm 5 
Unfurrd her banners, spread her heroes wide. 
Held forth her sWeld, and Tyranny defy'd. 
Her council quell'd each vile intestine jar j 
Her army held the standard of the war j 
Her darling navy took its awM sweep, 
ResistleAs as the fury of the deep. 
This energy upheld each totfring state, 
Sav'd all thai Britons prize as good or great, 
Sav'd prostrate Europe from oppressions rod. 
Her Freedom, Laws, the altars of her God. 



Thy fote. Oh ! Switzerland, I first bemoan. 
Thou felVst unwept, unhonour'd, and alone : 
The TyraJftt'a army, shadowed half thy land. 
And drove thy Patriots bleeding to the sand. 



Fluph'd with success, to Holland next he came. 
And spread contention's wide-destroying flame I 
Then gave, to lull her with ideal bliss. 
His blasted, pois'nous, vile firaternal kiss I 
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See weaky deluded Dutchmen go astray. 

And hailtheigiii»»ibtaasof tliedaiy'; ^ ' 

A tinsel Liberty by Frenchmen glossed. 

The empty shadow of a substance lost : 

Britannia viewing with indignant smile 

This hateful league of cowanlice and guile^ 

Deputes brave Abercrombie to their aid. 

Oh, stain of confidence ! whom they betray*d ! 

Lo, then immortal Pitt before them rise, — 
Unveils and holds the Spectre to their eyes ! 
This done, the Idol of their worship broke. 
They saw their error, and they felt their yoke -, - 
Sufficienty for thdr crimes has been their pain,*— ' 
Sufficient, they embrace th^ir Prince again ', 
Now Orange Boven is their song of joy, ' 

'Midst shouts for England, — ^Peace,«-^nd Vive le Roi ! 



The Sons of Austria, in drdEtd array^ . . 
Impede awhile this murd'rer on hia way y' 
Firm on their native firontiera make a stand, 
l*heir banners flyhig, and their 8w6tfda in hand } 

D 



■ • 
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But gttU'd by pp«fi(J|r, l»|ti»y'.4 ^y ,poir>> 

At Ulm, by Mack, ^9mr» kof^'A i»mi^W ^ 



Whilst Prassia, p^ce i^ arms superbly great. 
Suspends oi^ high the scales of Europe's fytQ^ 
With hollow si)aile see^ A,ustna*s piidielaid Iqw^ 
Still offers aidr-but uever strikes a blow ! 



Oh, Treach'ry ! thou curs'd by Heaven's decree. 

Sure retributirp ^»^9^ ^m^ <^ \]m ? 

For soon 4c^^|^ctivf i^n^r's insatjat^ tiij^^ . . 

Wreaks its f;f^, y^n^jfgnqe, de^y {n ^ra^j^'s sidc^: 

ButiUp|r^i:'4t8^^gtl^hifi.s^pckof fate,. 

From ajp^jf ^^il^p'4,. ftla^ I tpo la^^ 

Three short-^if'd str^es^ W}^^j¥. aP^ v^n 

Leaves Gallia's tj^aigpt— xpajter of the plain, 
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No rallying conflict can the Prussian try ; 

His chiefs desert him, and his vassals fly ; 

He takes of royally thasad einbr^e^ 

While ghastly, mhi s6artA hhoi ia tfaOiSiee ^ 

Thy ghost, iSmAAxJhau)miii^ tudfkg^ftom lU, fUNfCh. . . 

Mourns^ Bi]i8jbialoife!> whii)kTteii,,4iilvft-rt»mdd mm) 



Wheif Fbiti^i>4f((di#&Btf(iitot8< lim*> 
Felt the dr^ad vengeanct df iAi^ Tfias^i'^Wr^, 
Her warlike* sons in feeBte riuinters tbsief. 
In vain^ to stem the torrent of their toed ; 
Britannia^ feeling,foir their al^Ject etate^ 
Resolv'd to snatch them from the jaws of fate -, 
Dispatch'd her Wellington m full c(«imand. 
Who sav'd their lives^ their hpmor^ and their land ! 



' When Spain/ bf^HA^i^faiitt^i^iHibii^tbsi; 
The richest jewels of h^i^ etni^lrfe l6^\ 
When her w6aK IVStonarcU' even pfudiehce brav^di 
Perceiv'd himself cajoVd^ ensnar'd, en^lav*d j 
Saw Buonaparte seiae the vacant th.EOQe^. 
And gWe it to a miiwa of his owa r 
Saw Dons in scjt»9&^S§m0^ ]^i;6!tber:I>oi$fr^clt^ACe^ 
These aid ttUr bo«iltv)r4iMiA>de eonl^^^iHlih>i?^«mw $ 
Saw fields with sHui^tdr drbnch^d; and torfflsbiVfii-cl'; 
Saw puMic C6iilid'ence'ih pangs' expire | 
Saw hope depart with all her cbefub train— ^ 
Who 8av*d Iberia ? Wellington again ! 
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Now^ while that Ftieadshap w«rms, or honour &tt8. 

While Faith exaHay or Piety izupires.; 

While single virtues^ or the whole combin*d> 

Adorn, or dignify, the human mind ; 

May Ferdinand, with gratitude, declare 

His lasting thanks for England's fostering care. 



r » 
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When last with jeialousy the Tyrant view'd. 

The dauntless Chief of Russia unsubdu'd 3 

He arm*d all cap-a-pie his conquering bands. 

As eagles swift, and countless as the sands ; 

To meet them Ale^umder 8^)Ues forthi 

Keen as rude Boreas from his native north 3 

No frigorific torpor chills his veins ; 

No love of olive branches, deck'd with chains ; 

No Mack-like perfidy his Generals feel. 

But wisely spuming gold, — draw forth their steely 

Then od thehr foU'wers call, a loyal band. 

Brave, sWom protectors of their patlveiaad ^ 

For battle arm*d, — ^witb energy they go. 

Their love, their country, — and their hate, th^ foq ;. 

On,— on they rush, impetuous, at the word, . 

And thousands deal,— and thousands meet the sword. 
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But ivhen in Tolumes rOird old Moscow's f!atfie/ ' 
Theii> then the Tynffifl'sfica'ce cbastiseinent came y ' * 
Thence sprung that mncouf whkh no^^e bould quehdif> ' 
That everlasting hatred -df the French ; ^i >:: / 

The Cossac Tvarriors like clouds arose> 
'* Redress/' they said, ''for our dear City's woes ! " 
By day, by nighty they occupied the field, 

Resoly'd to perish, rather than to yield : 

• • ' * ' . . ■ 

Their ceaseless onsets struck the foe with fear. 
They dy*d with carnage every glitt'ring spear ^ 
To aid them. Winter flung his terrors round. 
And ghi'd whole Gallic legions to the ground I 









Of all this vaunting army what remains^ 

Save who in dungeons pine, or bleach on plains ? 



These evils witnessed, home the Coward runs. 
And tells his Senate he had lost her sons ! 
Nor pity yet his marble soul could reach. 
Nor dire disasters circumspection teach ; 
Still bent on blood — ^with talismanic pow'r-*- 
He rais*d fresh myrmidons within the hour : 
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Return d^ fi^f^n^^ff^. ia ffift^airqss 

And me^^^js^vi^qBc^ff^gm^^^^^miiV'.l 

When^ lo ! Adyee^^jfi^^irjft 9tWM wi^ . 



^ M*i 



« II 



The Swbs forsal^^ binv ^^ Bavarians turn^ 
The Dutch revolt,, thp humbl'd Sp^iarda tiurn' ;. . " 
The Swedes, Jtl^y meoac^ — -Hussians, Austrians, joiner' 
And led by Prussia'a heroes, cross the Rhipe :_ 
There closer then: ranks — ^th^re ni^ke a soUmn. s^nd, , 
With 8woi;ds unsheatb'd^^ with oUves. in^tfa^r hapd^ 
There offer peace, there pay their last respects. 
Which He, oh, lunacy bf pride I rejects. 
A desp*rate conflict lays his greatness low. 
And leaves proud GalUa-^— crouching td her foe. 

Onward they march-— of Paris reach the wall. 
And spare the people at.fair Mercy's^ caU y 
This clemency endears e^ch Victor s name, . 
' But gives to Alexander, deathless . fame. . 



One act of Justice, for their wrongs atone, 
Thfcy drive the Tvkant headlong from his throne. 



X 
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Behold him now to misery ally*d^ 
The victim of his own vindictive pride ! 
Expeird to banishment^ in dire disgrace^ 
A living monument of all that's base -, 
There let him stand amid surrounding scorn^ 
A lesson to the Tyrants yet unborn ! 
Meanwhile be War in deep oblivion hurVd, 
And universal Peace pervade the world. 

Now> Britans> charge your glasses — ^and with me 
Be this our standing toast, with three times three. 

Long may the Bourbons rule their native land -, 
Long wield their sceptre with a lenient hand -, 
Mark what ensures a people's love or hate. 
And moralize on Buonaparte's fa^ ! 



J. it« 




miNTED BY T. TIPPBLL, HALS8WOBTH. 
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